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the swelling mood that first comes to me with this
sudden, unexpected seclusion.

But as the morning wears away, the jubilation
arising from this new expansion of oneself dwindles
and perishes; the spirit wearies of its play. The road
stretches out its vacant length, a few last leaves come
fluttering down, and the sun grows stronger, sharpen-
ing the outline of the hills. The day is lovelier than
ever. But I met no one by the way, and even the
distant sounds of men's travail and sport have died
down. After a time the empty road and silent valley
become vaguely disquieting, like a great room spread
for a feast, blazing with lights, opulent in crimson and
gold, and yet all deserted and quiet as the grave. I
ask myself if all men have been mewed up in offices
and underground warehouses, by some ghastly edict,
unknown to me, which has come into force this very
morning. Have I alone escaped? Or I wonder if the
Last Day has dawned, and been made plain to men
not by sound of trump, but by some sign in the sky
that I have overlooked; a vast hand may have
beckoned to all men or the heavens may have opened
while I was busy lighting my pipe. Have all but one
of the weary children of earth been gathered to their
long rest? I walk in loneliness.

Suddenly, I see a tiny moving figure on the road
before me, and immediately it focuses my attention.
What are walls, fields, trees, and cows compared witi
this miraculous thing, a fellow human being, played
upon by the same desires and passions, his head